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He tried a third, a tough well-chosen spear;

The inviolable body stood sincere,

Though Cygnus then did no defence provide,

But scornful offered his unshielded side.                135

Not otherwise the impatient hero fared,
Than as a bull, encompassed with a guard,
Amid the circus roars; provoked from far
By sight of scarlet, and a sanguine war.
They quit their ground, his bended horns elude,140
In vain pursuing, and in vain pursued.

Before to further fight he would advance,
He stood considering, and surveyed his lance.
Doubts if he wielded not a wooden spear
Without a point; he looked, the point was there. 145
" This is my hand, and this my lance/' he said,
By which so many thousand foes are dead,

0  whither is their usual virtue fled !

1  had it once ; and the Lyrnessian wall,

And Tenedos, confessed it in their fall.                  150

Thy streams, Caicus, rolled a crimson flood;

And Thebes ran red with her own natives' blood.

Twice Telephus employed this piercing steel,

To wound him first, and afterward to heal.

The vigour of this arm was never vain;                155

And that my wonted prowess I retain,

Witness these heaps of slaughter on the plain."

He said, and, doubtful of his former deeds,

To some new trial of his force proceeds.

He chose Menoetes from among the rest;             jgo

At him he lanced his spear,  and pierced his

breast;

On the hard earth the Lycian knocked his head,
And lay supine; and forth the spirit fled.

Then thus the hero : " Neither can I blame
The hand, or javelin ; both are still the same.      165
The same I will employ against this foe?
And wish but with the same success to throw."